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DO YOU BELIEVE THAT LARGE ANIMALS COULD EXIST 
AND REMAIN UNKNOWN IN OUR COUNTRY TODAY? WELL, 
PON'T ANSWER THAT QUESTION UNTIL YOU'VE REAP THIS 
EDITION OF... 

CRPEPY'S fATHSOME LORE.'I 
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SIGHTINGS RANGE FROM ALASKA TO MEXICO, BUT 
BlGFOOT LIVES MAINLY IN THE DENSE FORESTS 
i OF NORTHWESTERN UNITED STATES AND WESTERN 
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*» OVER 

THE YEARS 
THERE HAVE 
BEEN MANY 
SIGHTINGS OF 
LARGE APE-LIKE 
CREATURES ON 
THE WEST COAST. 
THE INDIANS 
NAMED THESE 
ANIMALS 
"SASQUATCHES" 
OR BI&FDOTS ' 
BECAUSE OF 
THE LARGE 
TRACKS 
, THEY LEFT 
BEHIND. 
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BELIEVERS PREVIOUSLY THOUGHT "SASQUATCU" TO BE A 
\NEW TYPE OF APE, BUT FIRST PHOTOGRAPHS SEEM TO 
{INDICATE THAT HE ISA HUMANOID! NOTE THE MANURE 
! FEATURES : SHORT ARMS, LONG LEGS AND ERECT , 

POSTURE. mm — '7 
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WHAT IS 
"SASQUATCHV 
WHAT IS HIS 
INTELLIGENCE? IS 
HE A PRIM ATI VE 
FORM OF MAN? 
ONLY BY CAPTURING 
, ONE CAN WE HOPS 
TO ANSWER THESE 
QUESTIONS... 
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How do you do it? I mean, how 
did you dig up all these great 
guys from the graveyard and 
get up this ghoulish mag? I 
think CREEPY is great and 
spend as much time as I can, 
down in my dungeon just 
drooling over each issue! Is- 
sue #24 was fabulous! In my 
dark opinion, the top stories 
were, YOU DO SOMETHING TO 
ME and A SILVER DREAD 
AMONG THE GOLD. ROOM 
FOR A GUEST was a tight third 
followed by BLACK MAGIC 
TYPECAST and THE DAY 
AFTER DOOMSDAY. By the 
way, tell your fuddy cousin to 
keep his trash out of your 
mag. Why use his junk when 
you have all those great stor 
ies of your own to tell us. Got 
to go now, it's getting dark 
and I promised a friend I'd 
meet him for some, liquid re- 
freshments. 

STUART FRIEDBERG 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
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YEA . . . THE NERVE OF 
THAT KNAVE, ALWAYS STICK- 
ING HIS NOSE INTO MY 
PROSE! TOAD TUMMY BET- 
TER WATCH HIMSELF AND 
STOP LITTERING MY BITTER- 
ING WITH HIS FLITTERING 
TITTERING. THAT IS IF HE 
CAN STAND THE SIGHT OF 
THAT FRIGHT HE CALLS A 
FACE . . . GYACHHH! 

Since CREEPY #22 I had be- 
gun to feel that the magazine 
was coming up again after los- 
ing a great deal of it's pres- 
tige. Now, two issues later I'm 
afraid I was right! Had you 
guessing there didn't I? Not 
only are the stories getting 
better, of course I wish that 
they all were new, but you're 
getting back some of your reg- 
ulars. ROOM FOR A GUEST 



was the first thing I've seen 
from Reed Crandall in I can't 
remember how long. Good 
show Unc, now when do we 
start seeing some stuff by 
Torres, Williamson, Morrow, 
Frazetta, Jones and those 
other great guys that once 
filled CREEPY with greatest 
art in the world? I'm still a 
fan of Tom Sutton and I do 
like Tony Williamsune and 
Barry Rockwell but you can't 
replace a classic that easily. 
Does the Crandall story mean 
that maybe my wildest 
dreams will come true? How 
about it fellows, care to make 
a reader happy forever, please 
get back to what you were 
soon! 

GEORGE HOBSON 
Danville, Kentucky 

I can't say the cover of issue 
#24 wasn't colorful, if other- 
wise rather crude. I just don't 
dig Monteiro. Not that he's a 
bad artist, it just seems that 
his work is awfully anatuerish 
to be on the cover of a 
CREEPY magazine. BLACK 
MAGIC I'd remembered the 
first time and although YOU 
DO SOMETHING TO ME was 
new material, tell me why you 
had two stories together with 
such similar endings? Both 
stories were good enough but 
with the surprise endings that 
close, they seemed to lose a 
bit of the impact. Sutton did 
it again this issue, dissa- 
pointed me. What's happened 
to him? His covers were really 
great but suddenly his story 
art has gotten bad. How about 
another cover from the great 
talent of his? The real sur- 
prise of the issue was Reed 
Crandall's ROOM FOR A 
GUEST! Fantastic! He fit the 
story perfectly with his perfect 
art. Reed has always been a 
favorite of mine and it's nice 
to see him back on the staff 
again. While I'm at it, how 
about some of your other old 
timers, maybe even a little old 
cover by Frank Frazetta? Now 
that WOULD be something. 

NEIL RITTER 

Lincoln, Rhode Island 



^P GADZOOKS ... A DAM- 
SEL WHO ENJOYS THE DIS- 
TRESS OF MY MESS! NICE 
TO GET A WHIRL FROM A 
GIRL WHO LIKES TO HEAR 
SWEET NOTHINGS IN HER 
EAR . . . BLUSH . . . 

Regards to Gutenberg Mon- 
teiro for a beautifully, well 
done front cover on this issue 
#24. His art sure has im- 
proved since CREEPY #21! 
However, I have much more to 
say about your contents. Al- 
though I enjoyed reading an 
interesting Loathsome Lore 
page, the rest of your maga- 
zine left me a little disap- 
pointed. It was strange to 
open you mag and find ex- 
actly one half of your tales, 
reprints from former EERIES 
of all things! Let's all hope 
that your artists and writers 
will conjure up some red meat 
for us readers to feed on and 
put a little life in your gasp- 
ing mag! One last gripe 
Please inform Robbie Ed- 
wards, author of WHO ARE 
WE?. (CREEPY FAN CLUB 
#24) that an Electron beam 
from an Electron Microscope 
would destroy any (if not all) 
living material under it's pro- 
jection. Now that I've finished 
ribbing Robbie's story- — and 
your magazine, I bid you fare- 
well until I find a perfect 
CREEPY in the future to rave 
about. 

JIM BEASLEY 

Long Beach, California 
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OKAY NEIL, YOU GOT A 
DEAL! DON'T LET NEXT IS- 
SUE MISS YOU CAUSE FRAZ- 
ZLING FRANK FRAZETTA 
WILL BE FUMING HIS FAN- 
TASY ACROSS THE FRONT 
FLAP OF MY FEAR FOLDER! 



Every time I read your poison 
pen letters, they're all written 
by boys! There are some 
EERIE (pardon the expres- 
sion) girls too, you know. Is- 
sue #24 was marvelous. I 
enjoyed BLACK MAGIC and 
YOU DO SOMETHING TO ME 
the best. 1 just adore sorcerer 
and witch stories so please 
have more of them in future 
issues. Add a couple of nice 
incantations too, okay? Uncle 
CREEPY, you're the greatest! 
ELAINE INGOGLIA 
Rochester, New York 
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ELEMENTARY MY DEAR 
BEASELY . . . AND I'VE FOR- 
WARDED YOUR RATTLING 
REVELATION TO ROBBIE! 



Just picked up CREEPY #24 
and gave it the once over. The 
cover was okay but after 
Frazetta, I'm not much in the 
mood for other artists. First 
story, a reprint right out of an 
issue of (yech) EERIE. Why 
do you keep letting old gurgle 
gut into your magazine? Sut- 
ton did a good job on YOU 
DO SOMETHING TO ME and 
the ending was quite a shock- 
er. Story number three, an- 
other reprint. ROOM FOR A 
GUEST, a nice tale in the tra- 
dition of Poe and Reed Cran- 
dall made it great with his 
talented linework. I read 
through your instructions on 
the CREEPY Fan Club page for 
submitting stories to the 
Cauldron Contest. They were 
very helpful and I've already 
sent in three scripts for the 
contest. TYPECAST, another 
reprint and finally A SILVER 
DREAD AMONG THE GOLD. 
That's where it belonged in 
the issue, last! Pretty bad if 
I do say so and Tony William- 
sune's art sure didn't save it. 
I just don't like stories about 
Vikings and that kind of junk. 
Vampires, ghouls, werewolves, 
now that's more to my liking. 
DOUGLAS RAGUCCI 
Bronx, New York 



GLAD YOU'RE SO GEAR 
ON MY FEAR . . . DOUG OLD 
BUG! YOUR MONSTER MENU 
SOUNDS REALLY SQUEALY! 
IMAGINE, WHILE THE VIK- 
INGS GOT THE LIKINGS . . . 
THE GHOULS AND THE 
VAMPS ENDED UP WITH THE 
SPIKINGS! KINDA POINTLESS 
I'D SAY . . . WOULDN'T YOU- 
OOOOOO? 

Issue #24 was another winner 
for the gang at CREEPYIand, 
it had me shaking in my 
boots! What was happening to 
that guy on the cover any- 
way? This month started off 
on the right foot with a beau- 
tiful story done by Ditko. 
BLACK MAGIC was really a 
choice bit of horror and 
Steve's tremendous talent 
really puts his stuff in the top 
ranks. YOU DO SOMETHING 
TO ME was a bit wild and it 
did something to me, sur- 
prised me altogether. Parente 
came up with a good twist 
ending in this one. Now to 
some of the most fantastic 
artwork I've seen in a long 
time. THE DAY AFTER 
DOOMSDAY was so great it 
looked three dimensional in 
places. How does Dan Adkins 
get such realistic effects? His 
fantastic work in that story 
certainly made it a classic by 
itself and hats off to Archie 
Goodwin for a really different 
ending. Please have more 
stories by Dan, please! ROOM 
FOR A GUEST was a clever 
Gothic horror story, Reed 
Crandall as usual outdid him- 
self in the banquet scene he 
dreamt up on page five. His 
guests at that little party were 
very interesting. The story 
was a bit wordy but even 
though, for the type that it 
was, I enjoyed it very much. 
Tony Williamsune is getting 
better but I'm not sure. A 
SILVER DREAD AMONG THE 
GOLD didn't help me make 
my mind up. Tony's done 
much better. The story, okay 
I guess but it should've been 
better than it seemed to be. 
Figure that out! One last ques- 
tion, how about putting more 
artwork in the Fan Club page. 
This time you only had one 
picture. How about it Unc, 
I've sent in a couple of things 
and haven't seen them yet. 

RONALD MAZER 
Chicago, III. 
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COME ON RON . . . 
DON'T PUT ME ON! I HAVE- 
N'T SPOTTED ANY OF YOUR 
ROTTED THINGS DOWN HERE 
IN THE DOOM ROOM OF 
DUNGEONVILLE. EITHER 
TURN UP THE FRIGHT 

LIGHT SO I CAN SEE YOUR 
FEAR CLEARLY, OR QUIT 
GHOST WRITING YOUR 
STUFF! 
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HE CAR'S HEAPLI6W5 60RBO IN7£> THE 0ILUM\U6 FOG, AW ABSG&3W By THE PRIFTIN6, EVER lc\ 
THCkENINe mSIS, CEP6ED 70 TRACE OUT THE NARROW BACK-ROAV AUEAP, STRANPS Of THE ^<i 
SMOKEV VAR)R SNAHBV INTO THg CAR ANP HONG DAMPLY A30UT JOHN PAMPOMW'S ANXIOUS £yE5, 




^ C02EN STER5 AW THE OW WW WST/flE 

U COULD BARKY AMKECUTTHE srounp he 
' 'STOOPON, RISING UPON EITHER SIPE 

of him, wteuety seen a* cwrk masses 

5EX3NP THE UWUNOB RJfi, MONSTROUS" 
R/1NT5 SURKOUNPEP HIM, ^ 




ART BY REED CRANDALL/SCRIPT BY BILL PARENTE 




' HE END OF PRIDES CROSSING 6E6AH WfTHTHe BIRTH OF 
m/ft&MfflBf FRIEDA MP BU2A MAPES HAP BEEN 

zextlev in the && old house on the outskirts of 
the viua6e only a year before their chilp was 
born,,. 




^RIEPA AHPELrzA PIP T 
I their BGSTfOR-me Its 
eoy, BuroaasioNty p 
he escarep their j , 

PRXECTNE CUSTODY^' 




\&LI2A M$A8ffi?A>iST,AW BEFORE HISSUPPEN 
, JP ANPM»7£RI0US EXPULSION FROMTHE 

'\FAcuiryoFA prominent eastern university 

HE HAP twe CERTAIN D&CCN£R\e$ COHCEM- 
ING *SENT!ENT\/E6E7XB£EV££:' MOW 

' I^OLATfP FROM THE SCIENTIFIC WORLP, THE 
LONE EXPERIMENTER CONTINUE? 5EARCBN6 

' OUT THE MOST PRIMEVAL 56:RE« OP HIS- 
&2£RR£ PLANTS>_ 

firw I 



* SENTIENT- /4WARE, PERCEPTIVE 
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/Is THE YEARSTORNEP WH-FREP MAPES FROM A 
nsl&LIN6 /Wt/CINTO A TEENA6E? MOMST/MS/TY 
m FATHERTOILEP UNCEASINGLY /NTHE WATERy. 

vine choked (MN&OMe 6/)RD£NScr tifr 

OWN INVENTION.,. 






l./llfRSO COULD NOT HAVE KNOWN THAT THE 0LQ55OM5 HE 
W SOUGHT TO IMPRESS MILINPA WITH WERE FROM THAT 
CORNER OF THE HyPROFONIC GARDEN WHERE HIS FATHER 
WAS CONDUCTING EXPERIMENTS IN TMWW6 WANS/ 



■ chwsdmv 



fern OM&Nm 

H£REA3(X!& KEEK 



sob.' H0tv ■caxP such ; VSmSct, jiy \ 7WA&S «ke y 

* THING HAPPEN/ J^J^i o2}JrA '™ T - / <*& ~1 



'WHAT'RE WZMW/N' 
?OR? LET'S" G£T 

mt// 



r'WE PEORE OF P9.VE5 CWB6INS DlPN'T LIKE 
WHAT THEY COtilVHT UNDERSTAND,., ANP 
THEY NEVER DIP UNDERSTAND ££JZAMdP£5.' 



'TwE m>E£> HAP SETTLED ON THE EVeB OF THE" MfiSTZWAMP 
* FOR PRIVACY ANP BECAUSE T#/A><5S GREW BETTER 
THERE. NOW, IT WAS TO THE SMtAtP THAT W/LFREP 
RAN-., 






^^■S^l 






Villi 



... VAY5.... weeks fpesep anp the secret forcer* 

OF THE RAW, PRIMITIVE ORGANIC UFE IN THE 
5WAMP WATER BE3WIE A FHRTOF HIM,.. _^ 





ififflh 






B&Bt SK 




fn/rnnesmiAp hap &ven life to, -the" tfyPROfVMc 

GARP£NS W0O.P NOW SUSTAIN/ 



XxTfiflORPINARy H0NTW&M4r/d£P OF THE 
" VILLAGERS EXTBNPPP TO THAT LAST 

VeSTISS OF THE /VWPPS .„ THE dr'SKHSV/ 




Fnd so acme to ee -mat wilfrep/mapes was the st/M#6£R in town no Mope. 
he m>B£<ZM£~m town/ 




OFF "We /MAIN RDABS, AS rT WAS. 
THE TINY FIXATION OF PRIPES 
Cl*»SIN6 WHS NOT MlSSEP. 
> PCGASIONAty A STf#N6ER,THR3U3« 
SOME MI^APVgNTORg, WXXPPASS 
< THRUSH ...ANB.. a- 



yoaveGCW&ee kirpin6/ 

EVEN IF THERg WERE ONUV 

wave hap fiet/mves iccm& , 

fOR THEM... 



W/V/4K? SHfct run ... iueGMP£N 
fflU. 6ROM/S... 





AUTUMN IS ON THE WINP. A HINT OF CHILL TO COME TINGES THE BREEZE THAT 
SCATTERS PRY LEAVES ACROSS THE GLOOM OF A STARLESS NIGHT, ANP MAKES 
PyiNS TREES CREAK AND MOAN, THEIR BRANCHES SCRATCHING AT THE DARKNESS . 
ANP SO OUR PULSAT/NG PROIO&US BESINS, AS TWO POLICEMEN SLOWLY 
PACE THEIR GLOOMY BEAT... 
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For a time after he piep, edward nugent driftep in a umbo without pimension, without thought; like 
a dreamless slumber... then, sensation wakenep in his floating form and he found himsflf prawn 
into a halfworld of horror., a shifting, changing nightmare that reached out and engulfep him, an 
amobea universe wrapping arounp him, pulling him to its core... 




ART BY STEVE DITKO/SCRIPT BY ARCHIE GOODWIN 



Peeper and 
deeper edward 
nugent plunged 
into the dark 
domain, pleading 
and begging 
within himself 
for it to end... 
until, to his 
sudden regret, 

IT DID.' 




The iron grasps, the hideous clutchings did not 
lessen . . . nugent felt the urge to rage, to strug- 
gle, to burst free of the unspeakable guard 
that bore him. 



yOU'RE MAKING 

A MISTAKE/ 

X SHOULDN'T 

BE TREATED 

LIKE THIS.' 




HE WAS LOCKED IN GRIPS ALIEN AND REPULSIVE, CAR- 
RIED 8Y THINGS SIRED FROM SEEDS OF MADNESS ... 
CREATURES TO MAKE HIM WONDER IF DEAD MEN 
MIGHT GO MAD.' 



YOU ARE LATE, 
EDWARD NUGENT.' 
HE WILL NOT BE 
KEPT WAITING. 



LET ME CrO! LET ME GO/ 
YOU CAN'T DO THIS TO ME.' 




HlS PITIFUL SQUIRM- 
ING EFFORT WAS 
FUTILITY ITSELF, 
AND THE HOLDS 
TIGHTENED, UNTIL 
HE SCREAMED WITH 
THE PAIN OF IT... 
THEN, SUDDENLY, 
TOO SUDDENLY, 
HE WAS RELEASED. 




DOWN-' FLATTEN 
YOURSELF BEFORE 
THE MIGHTY ONE, 
BEFORE THE PRINCE 
OF DARKNESS, BE- 
FORE GREAT 
BEELZE8UBJ 







Nugent pressed close 
to the firmament be- 
neath him as though 
it might swallow him 
and hide him from 
that which he was 
afraid to lft his 
head to see. a voice 
like velvet- wrapped 
thunder spoke his 

NAME... 




B-BUT... I DIDN'T THINK 
IT WOULD GO THIS FAR 
DON'T YOU REMEMBER? 
We MADE AN AGREE- 
MENT . . . A PACT,' 




WE MADE A 
BARGAIN.' I'VE 
WORN THIS SIGN 
OF YOURS SINCE 
AS PROOF... 

surely you 

HAVEN'T FOR- 
GOTTEN, SURELY 
you WOULDN 



! 




x forget 

NOTHING I 

THIS IS ONLY A 
CHANCE TO 
RECONSIDER... 
TO CALL THE 
BARGAIN OFF 
AND ACCEPT 
YOUR FATE AS 
IT NOW STANDS/ 



»ai&4 



Behind him came a great rumble, and nugent 
turned to find himself teetering on the brink 
of a huge precipice... echoing out of the pepths 
came tortured cries of the doubly damned and 
barely discerna8le to the eye were quivering 
nameless... things... unconsciously, he began to 
back away. 



y-YOU'RE TRYING 
TO FRIGHTEN ME... 
SCARE ME OUT OF 
IT... THE DEAL 
WAS IF X DIED 
YOU'D GIVE ME 
LIFE AGAIN, I 
COULD TAKE UP 
WHERE I LEFT 
OFF... 



WITH THE ROTTEN LIFE 
I'VE LEAD, YOU GOT ME 
EITHER WAY, BUT WITH 
THE PACT I'M GONNA 
GET A LOTTA GOOD 
YEARS IN BEFORE YOU 
DO.' WHAT DO YOU THINK 
X MADE IT FOR? 



w 



VERY WELL, NUGENT, 
BUT NOW THE PIT 
WILL BE WAITING... 





OHCE A&AIN, EDWARD NUGENT FOUND HIMSELF FLOATING, WHIRL- 
ING, FASTER AND FASTER, BEING HEAVED UP BY THE TERRIBLE 
DARK WORLD THAT HAD SWALLOWED HIM... 




IT yvOKK£PJ 


^ BUT 


WHERE 


AM 


I CAN FEEL 


I.. 


.WHERE'D 


IT/ I'M WARM 


HE RETURN 


TO..? 


...ALIVE/ 










. 
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Nugent turned in the 
pitch blackness. there 
was little room to 
move . . . and even less 
room to breathe ... he 
figured out where 

HE WAS... 




Then, far above him, in the world of the living, 
nugent heard sounds... the sounds of laboring, 
of metal digging into earth . chipp'ng away at 
the blanket of soil that was slowly smothering 

HIM . 



EPILOGUE: IN THE SOFTEST LIGHTS, MAPNESS IS HARSH 
BY THE FLASHLIGHTS BFAM, IT IS ALL BUT CONTAGIOUS. 
BOTH POLICEMEN SHIVER AS THE BREEZE CATCHES 
THE INSANE GIGGLING ANP FLINGS IT TO THE FAR 
CORNERS OF THE CEMETERY.. . 



WHY NOT? He 
WON'T GO ANY- 
WHERE... HE'S 
HIDING INSIDE 
HIMSELF ALREADY.' 



WE BETTER KEEP 
LOOKING AROUND 
...THIS ONE USUALLY 
WORKS WITH A 
PARTNER. 




T-THEY USED THE SPADE ON IT. ..BEAT IT WITH 
THE SPADE, THAT'S WHERE THE BLOOD CAME 
FROM... BUT WHY WOULD TWO EXPERIENCED 
GRAVE ROBBERS BE SO FRIGHTENED OF A 
CORPSE TO DO THAT.. . 



I DON'T KNOW, KID... 
MAYBE WE SHOULD 
BE FRIGHTENED TOO... 
WHEN WAS THE LAST TIME 
yOU SAW AN EMBALMED 
CORPSE 8l£EP?.'f 




fM A SILENCE 


FALLS OVER THE TWO POLICEMEN ANP THE ONLY SOUND 


IN 


THE 5J 




fM? 


■ CEMETERY IS THE WIND WHICH HAS BECOME COLDtK... ANU WfcKHAKS, 


FAINT 2 


2Bf"^ 


&\ ABOVE THE 


WIND, SO DISTANT IT MIGHT BE FROM ANOTHER WORLD, 


A CRY.., | 


W ■ 1 




„-Jl; LIKE 


THE SOUND OF A SOUL IN TORMENT/ 
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EEPr FAN CLUB/ 
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Dust the crust off your cran- 
lums GURGLE GROUP . . . 
and grope your way into the 
gloom of my DOOM ROOM! 
Be careful you don't slip on 
anything slithering about in 
my slimy sanctuary while I 
ignite some fright so we can 
get a glimpse of some . . . 



A single sliver of fading 
sunlight vanished finally into 
the blank night, stirring with- 
in the void, a moaning of a 
million sounds. Wailing 
voices that slipped through 
the knarled skeletons of 
bent tree branches . . , 
shrieking past the swaying 
limbs like the murmur of the 
wind. Long shadows stretch- 
ed over the shrinking flicker 
and the whispers grew more 
violent, returning their terror 
in dull echos through the 
night. What was that swirling 
mystery poured like paint on 
a liquid tapestry ... no 
form . . . faceless . . . 
SOULESS! Then from a hid- 
den crevice of the darkness, 
a beating of heavy wings 
slaps the air, a stench of 
evil that fills the nostrils, a 
locust cloud of death swarm- 
ing to meet their master's 
call. Moving invisible across 
infinity, tasting only bitter 
pleasure in the pain of mor- 
tals and drinking from gob- 
lets of human sacrafice. 
These then are the . . . 
DEMONS! 

The ancient Greeks knew 
well the boundless universe 
of the world of magic. And 
from the tidal force of that 
unknown whirlpool, they 
summoned the demon from 
it's murky depths. For to 
them the demon was the 
scavanger of the universe, 
spit up from Hade's filth to 
scourge the human spirit. 
The Greeks practiced a my- 
sterious alphabet, written in 
sacred ink, and wearing the 
faces of serpents, the bodies 
of lions, scorpion tails and 
hawk's talons ... the demon 
was invited from his dimen- 
sion into ours! One such 
spirit called Strabo, de- 
clared that his pupils tra- 
verse the earth in search of 
18 potions with which to per- 




So old barrel belly figured 
he'd give his miserable mug 
a plug in that Fan Fare fail- 
ure last issue of EERIE! 
Pretty sneaky of tweaky but 
just focus your fuzzy viewers 
on the masterpiece of muti- 



lation maniacal Fan Club 
member JOSE VELEZ from 
New York City sent us. 
There's a face that could 
grace a place in the hall of 
. . . MAIM! 



form the practice of magic. 
It is estimated that there are 
seven million lesser demons 
in existence who spend their 
doomed eternity, assailing 
the mortal victim with sinis- 
ter deskes and deeds that 
consume the body and soul 
and fullfill ony the promise 
of DAMNATION! Beware then 
. . . that sound of wailing you 
hear at night! Are those the 



voices of Satan's doom 
prophets, or merely the mur- 
mur of the wind? 

Come on and cnaw on some 
jaw breaking jargon , . . 
FRIGHT KNIGHTS! Shocking 
SAM LAMBROZA and his 
brutal buddy, Demonic 
DAVID JABLIN team up for 
this scream up which turns 
a shattering situation into... 



THE BEGINNING 
OF THE END 



The rising of the sun also 
brought the rising of the 
newlyweds, Mr. and Mrs. 
Richards. They had settled 
down in their cabin to enjoy 
the two week cruise. On the 
second day out, a loud, 
rumbling noise was heard at 
the bow of the ship. A fire 
had ignited the deck into a 
mass of flames and within 
moments, the huge ship was 
sinking. Mass hysteria ram- 
paged across the decks and 
Mr. Richards acted quickly, 
pushing his wife into a life 
raft next to him. He had 
rowed with all the energy he 
could find until from a safe 
distance, the two of them 
watched the vessel vanish in 
a burst of destruction. 
Pieces of charred hull falling 
around them, Mr. Richards 
tried to comfort his wife. "At 
least we're alive" he reas- 
sured her. There was plenty 
of food and water, binocu- 
lars and a flare pistol. Days 
passed. No sign of land or 
life. The food and water dis- 
appeared and now Mr. 
Richards had to use force to 
quiet his hysterical wife. If 
they didn't spot land of ship 
soon, they would both die. 

He could not be sure that 
the ship in the distance was 
real. Mr. Richards grabbed 
the flare gun and squeezed 
the trigger. They say him! 
Shaking his wife, he grabbed 
the binoculars, his eyes 
straining to make out the 
sleek ocean liner heading 
toward them. Slowly he 
spelled to himself . . . 
T-l-T-A • . . TITANIC! Thank 
God . . . we're saved! 

END 



Hey Gang! Want to 
Join the Creepy Fan Club 
and get your numbered 
membership card, big 
full-color club pin, and 
full-color portrait of 1 1 ne'e 
Creepy? Just send $1.00 

*° : CREEPY FAN CLUB 
22 E. 42nd St. 
New York, N.Y. 10017 



HBRE'S AN OOZING, CHOOSING TO KEEP you /MOS/NO...MEKKY /MANIACS, 
k SO FOP A Olll-L PILL INTO YOUR MOUTH WHILE I INJECT A LITTLE PEN 
POISON INTO YOUR PULMONARIES'! CHANCES ARE AFTER NUMBING YOU 

WITH THIS NEBPLEFUL OF NAUSEAU, 
YOU SHOULP 'BE .,< 




S?tfM\ 



f& 



ffl 



ANPKEW LISTENED TO THE STEADY RUMBLE OF THE TRAIN AS IT SUP ALONG 
THE STEEL SKINNED RAILS LIKE A HUGE REPTILIAN CREATURE ON WHEELS. 
IT WAS CHILLY IN THE COMPARTMENT, HIS HANDS FELT COLP ..MNMOIST., 




ART BY TONY WILLAMSUNE/SCRIPT BY BILL PARENTE 



VOICES MINGLED, TRV/NG TO MATCH THEMSELVES FOR AN INSTANT ANDREW 

INTO SENSE AS ANPREWS EVES Of- NEP TO THOUGHT HE WAS HOME, \ I'LL FIND OUT WHAT'S 



THEIR. SOUNP. 
& 



gUT THE FEEL/NO LOST I GOIN G OH AHV> PHONE 

ITSELFINACOLP/HEMORT, /THE FOLKS. TtilS AH9MT 




1 WATCHED IT PULLING IN 1 /FALLSBURG-NICE TOWN . 
/BEFORE , WE PONT GET MANY / \60 ACROSS THE LOBBY 

POWN THAT CORRIPOR . 
BE CAREFUL MISTER , 




WAS HE GOING MAP, ANPREW SCREAMEP TO HIMSELF! I WW THE HURRY) YOUK TRAIN V WHAT IN 
WHAT WAS THIS NO WHERE, PLACE^FILLEP WITH THINGS I YOUNG MAH ? /ISN'T LEAVING [HEAVENS,.. 
HE COULDN'T BELIEVE To BE REAL* OR WERE THEY f lha7TlM^EZl M '^ YET ' ,S 

HEP BE SAFE PACK ON THE TRAIN ! f WS//Mmli^^s-na. ,T ? r . m\\\ 

^1/ 












HE WAS 
&OING //V^ANE.' FOR A 

MOMENT NOTHING BUT THE SILENCE 
FILLED HIS EARS - ■ • 

WJ1ML 



BECOMING THEN, 
THE FLAPPING OF STIFF WINGS IN 
THE MIST PRAPEP METAMORPHOSIS! 
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A GASP OF BREATH FILLEP ANPREWS HIS NOSTRILS FLINCHING AT THE 5 TENCH AROUNP HIM, ANPREW 

MOUTH WITH THE COOL FOB. SLOIVLV _^L_^«=*^ _^— ^_ ^ IGN ITEP A SPUTTERING MATCH. 

HE SANK INTO THE SOFT GARBAGE 
OH LEGS THAT NO LONGER COULD 
HELP HIM, 

THE TIME'. THE 
TK41N MIGHT BE 
LEAVING ANY 
/MINUTE ...I GM'T 
5TAV IN THIS 
PLACE. 




HOW THE HAMMERING SMASHEP IN 
RYTHYM AGAINST ANPREW'S CHEST \ 



WE KNEW 
VOO'P COME 
SACK ANDREW 



THIS PUCE ...HAVE 
I BEEN HERE...? 





DID YOU IMAGINE 
YOU COULD LEAVE 
YOUR DOOM BEHIND JB 
YOU? 



YOU LEFT LIFE 
BECAUSE yo) WERE 
AFRAID OF IT. 








^T 



'ONLY TO LEARN 
THAT P£ATM 
15 THE FAR, 
GREATER 
AGONV/ 



IT CAN'T BE,, 

NOT HEPE... 

NO... 



YOU CAN'T DO 
THIS...I DON'T 
BELONG HERE.., 

StOPf 






FORMLESS FACES BEGAN TO BLURMTO UMCCWC/OUS PATTERNS /IS 
] ANP/?£W TRI ED TO HOLD BACK THE LIP OF THE COFFIN, BEFORE IT.. 

I'VE GOT TO GET TO FALLS BURG. 

.PON'T YOU UNDERSTAND.. >. 



* 



SIX, GREY FORMS HUPPLEP FROM THE CHILLING 
DRIZZLE, BENEATH THEIR UMBRELLAS ■ THEY WATCHED 
IN SILENCE AS THE CRUDE, WOODEN BOX WAS 
LOWERED ONTO TUB PEPOT. 



IF MR. LARENZ HADN'T INSISTED THAT THEY CLAM 
THE BOPY, THE FAMILY WOULD HAVE SEEN TO IT . 
THAT IT REMAINED WHERE IT WAS, FOREVER I 



FOR THEM 
ANDREW HAP 
BECOME A FORGOTTEN 
MEMORY WITHOUT MEAN/HO.. A 
HIDEOUS NIGHTMARE OF REALITY 



r C*A\. 



YOU APE THE SURW/NG 
RELATIVES I WOULD PRESUME?/ 
YES...FROM ANDREW'S DES- 
CRIPTION'S I'D KNOW YOU 
ANYWHERE . 



I'LL NEED YOUR 
SIGNATURE TO RELEASE , 
THE POM NOW THAT 
HE'S HO/ME, 

HERE," 
I'LL 
SIGN 
IT.' 



tylMSPALE 
/SAHITARJUM 



ANDREW ALWAYS 
KNEW HE'D BE 
COMING BACK 
TO FALLSBURG,. 
SOMEDAY. 



PUH..< HOW'S THAT FOR A 
LOONY TUNE... MAP HATTERS / 
SEEMS ANDREW'S SCREAMING 
DREAMING FINALLY GOT HIM A PLOT 
IN THE SPOT HE WANTED 
TO ROT IN. ..GUESS THE 
„ FOLKS WERE C«AZ/ 
L ABOUT »W\ AFTER 
k ALL...B^Bf«/Boeo' 



wv 'i tie- \ 

Wm 



1 (n^nn[5 ffH/s was granger's onlv chance to escape from 

LIUJII51 U U y CHANTOOSA. HE KNEW IF TME COLONEL CAU<3(-IT WIM... 




E COULP ALMOST HEAP THE H/SS OF SWEAT STREAMING POWN HIS FACE... 



...ANP 
HIS MOUTH 
THROBBEP 
FROM THE 
NUMBIN<5 

THIRST 

WITHIN 
HIS 

THROAT. 




^THIRST OUT THERE (N THE —AT LEAST IM THE SWAMPS HE MIGHT HAVE A 

SWAMPS THAM ROT FOR- CHANCE... UNLESS THE„ . 

EVER IN THE STINtC OF CHANTOOSA... CROCOPILES C30T HIM FIRST/ 
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5? SEE BY TUE TOCK OF 
■^MY SHOCK CLOCK 
THAT IT'S SLIME TIME 
' AGAIN... TERROR TOTS.' 
WHILE I GET MY 
MUCK UNSTUCK... 
you UNWIND 
WITH THIS LITTLE 
TICKING, ICK- 

THING AND 
WATCH WHAT 
HAPPENS AT THIS.. 





5/TAP HE REALLY ESCAPED... THE 
1/0 MUP SUCKING AT HIS LEGS. 



A TIRED CURSE GURGLEP 
THROUGH HIS PARCHEP LIPS. 



PAMA/GP ^THEY'VE ~" ^ SCENT/ \ 
POGS... M GOT MY 



W^l 



't/'hey'd founp 



THE GUARP, 
ALREAPV/ 
GRANGER 
COULP HEAR 
THE WHINE OF 
THE HOUNDS 
BEHIND HIM... 
THE COLONEL 

LIKEP TO 

KEEP THEM 

STARVED 

MADNESS.' 




ART BY ERNIE COLON/SCRIPT BY BILL PARENTE 





Ironically, now me was 

trapped for good... in a , 

prison with no bscapei 



[W7here WAS me? a SPLASH OF pain 

lA 1 ENGULFED HIS EYES AS GRANGER 
STRUGGLED TO OPEN THEM. HE 
COULDN'T REMEMBER WHEN HIS 
LEGS HAD COLLAPSED UNDER HIM 



...ALL THAT MATTERED NOW WAS GETTING 
UP AGAIN. HE WAS LUCKY THE COLONEL 

HADN'T WASTED TIME LOOKING FOR 
HIM DURING THE NIGHT. 




BUT NOW AS 
HE FELT THE 
BLISTERING 
HEAT CRACKLING 
OVER HIS FACE- 
ME KNEW THE 
HUNT WAS ON 
AGAIN. 




7RANGER'S MIND LAUGHED HYSTERICALLY AS 
1 IT TRIED TO GRASP THE IMPACT OF 
WHAT HE SAW. STRANGE HOW THINGS HAD 

A WAY OF CATCHING UP WITH HIM. 
NOW WHICH WAS THE PRISON... THE 
STOCKADE OR THE SWAMP? 




'COLONEL... LOOK THERE/ 

A PIECE OF GRANGER'S 

PRISON SHIRT- ME MUST 

&E CRA*V GOIN' 





WELL... IT'S A 

&IT PIFFICULT / 
TO EXPLAIN- S 
YOU PRORABLY'P 
NEVER BELIEVE 
ME ANYWAV, 


fi|) 




BUT ACTUALLY 

THIS ISN'T 7 

REALLY A... f 

i HIGHWAY. / x 




W / > 
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fHEN TO WHERE PIP THIS TURNPIKE LEAP? 
GRANGER BAFFLEP HIS BRAIN, TRYING 
TO APJUST TO MIS ASTONISHMENT/ 
HIS IMAGINATION SIMPLY COULPN'T 
EXPLAIN/ THE STRANGE SEQUENCE 
OF EVENTS THAT UNWOUND BEFORE 
Ts HIS STUNNEP SENSES. 



a 



r 




Eg 




A 



«\S HIS HANPS BEGAN TO WITHER LlKE 
THE MOMENTS FLASHING BY HIM, 
SUPPENLY GRANGER UNPERSTOOP 
WHAT WAS VANISHING BEHIND HIM — 
TIME — SWALLOWEP LIKE THE FAPEP 
HIGHWAY FAR BEHINP HIM. HE COULP 
SEE NO ANSWER IN THE VOIP AHEAP... 
ONLY THAT IN A FEW SECONPS HE . 
WOULP BE P£AP< FROS\ OLD A<gE/ 





. THIS HIGHWAY- IT'S 

CSOT TO WORK BOTH WAYS/1 



OF COURSE/ 
IF I GO BACK 
TWe WAY I CAME.. 




...ME COULP STILL REGAIN 
THOSE YEARS HE'P LOST 
ANP ESCAPE THE COLONEL 
-_ /=OREY£R> 



MOW WILL THEY FIND ME 
IF I PON'T EXIST? 
CAN'T THIS CONTRAPT/ON 




5?NA FEW MOMENTS HE'P BE FREE/ COULP „ 
e- 3 ME REALLY BELIEVE WHAT WAS HAPPENING? 



A CAR'/ t*ff>OSS/BC£...rtt£&& 

(ZOUUPH'T BE ANOTHER... A*V 
GQ0/ I'CE BEEN GOING TOO FAST/ 




f??OOR GRANGER... IRONIC HOW 
U THINGS ALWAYS HAP A WAV 
OF«-CATCHlNGi UP WITHH/M-' 




fi 



OW'Q THAT FOR A POUgLE 
POSE OF PUMBFOUNDfNG 
PEURIUM... PPEAP BROOP? 
NEXT TIME MAYBE THOSE 
G,UYS WILL UNCROSS THEIR 
EVES WHEN THEY'RE 
PRIVING'THE LIFE THBY 
SAVE COL/LP'VE BEEN 
THEIRS- X MEAN >//S\.. . 
OH, WHAT'S THE PIFFERENCE/ 





]4D 

"I MAN 

The Corpie-Making 4-Dimensional Man can walk 
through wall*, but need* the life force of olhen to 
keep himself from becoming a modern Mummy. 
Only $6.20- 



WAR OF THE 

BS PLANETS 

WHAT HAPPENS when a runaway planet plays 
hookey from stellar space? Another universe calls 
in a sjtace scientist to stop exploding missiles, 
end trouble in the skies. This is a truly wonderful 
spoce-and-science film . . . one you won't ever 
forge). So get it today! 8mm, 160 feet, $6.20- 



A monster of the Atomic Age! A Towering terror 
from Hellt The story of a man trapped in the blast 
of a plutonium bomb— and the terrible events that 
followed. Only $6.20 



Teenagers see what looks like a shooting star blaze 
to earth. At its landing spot they find an old man 
writhing in pain, his hand covered with a strange 
substance. They rush him to a doctor, who watch- 
ed the substance spreading before his eyes. The 
Blob continues to spread, & terrorize the town. 
Only $6.20 



IT GAME 

FROM OUTER 

SPACE 



WHAT HAPPENS WHEN A SPACE SHIP loaded with 
stellar monsters goes out of control) They lond 
on earth and battle a brave scientist trying to save 
the earth. Is he successful? This scary film tells 
you what really happens. 160 feet, 6mm $6.20 • 



ABBOTT & COSTELLO 

MEET 

DR. JEKYLL & 
MR. HYDE 

AMERICA'S MOST MIRTHFUL COMEDIANS meet the 
world's most monstrous Monsters . . . and that's 
where the fun begins. Or. Jekyll gives Costello a 
drug, turns htm into a monster. Everything goes 
crazy and Scotland Yard goes mod. Monsters can 
be fun, and this film is the funniest! 8mm, 160 
feet, $6.20 




r 



i 



ABBOTT & 

COSTELLO 

MEET 

FRANKENSTEIN 



I 

THE WHO'S WHO of the MONSTER WORLD team 
up in the funniest monster film ever made. Imagine 
Frankenstein, Dracula, The Wolf Man and The In- 
visible Man combining their eerie talents to trap 
Abbott & Costello. They even suggest using Cos- 
tello's brain for the Monsters. Great funl 8mm, 
100 feel, $6.20 




ABBOTT & 
COSTELLO 
IN ROCKET 

& ROLL 



THE FUNNIEST COMICS in Hollywood double up 
for a craiy rocket trip through outer space. Beau- 
ties and cuties in Venus tempt them. The runaway 
rocket ship scares the life out of them. And through 
It all Abbott & Costello give a hilarious perform- 
ance that will make you "die" laughing. 8mm, 
160 feet, $^.20 ■ 




NOW FOR THE 
FIRST TIME 
THE 3 STOOGES 

Aside from the special color-filter viewers supplied 
with the film, no special equipment is needed. 
No special screen ... no special projector.- Just 
watch the startling action! Sixty feet of film. 

The Stooges in a hilarious slapstick romp . . ■ 
funnier than ever in 3-D. So real they seem to 
jump right out of the screen. When something is 
thrown . . . you duck! Only < 5 25 

TALES of 




is 3-D Stooge comedy is a wild tale that takes 
place in an old haunted house. Our 3-Dimensionol 
Stooges are mixed up with all sorts of deadly 
weapons . . . Only « 5 %$ 
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EAST SIDE 

KIDS 

MEET 

BELA 
LUGOSI 



YOU'LL DIE LAUGHING as the East Side Kids match 
their side-splitting stunts with Beta Lugosi's terror- 
filled action. Featuring Bela Lugosi and the origin- 
al East Side Kids. Only $6.20 



WANT 




Hired as detectives, our 3 friends take a hilarious 
taxi ride to Egypt. And when they enter the tomb 
. . . WOW! Only $ 6 9S 



Please rush me the following, for which I enclose. 

$ plus 25c postage 4 handling for 

each film checked' CAPTAIN COMPANY, 

P.O. Box 5987, Grand Central Station 
New York, New York 10017 



□ The 4-D Man, $6.20- 

D War Of The Planets, $6.20- 

G War Of The Colossal Beast, $6 20- 

G The Blob, $6.20 ■ 

G It Came From Outer Space, $6.20 

C A. & C. Meet Dr. Jekyll A Mr. Hyde, $6. 

G A. I C. Meet Frankenstein, $6.20 

G A. ft C. in Rocket and Roll, $6.20 

G East Side Kids Meet Bela Lugosi, $6.20 

G We Want Our Mummy, $6.9$ 

C Spooks (n 3-T>,.$5.25 

G Tales Of Horror in 3-0, $5.25 



NAME 

ADDRESS _... 

CITY 

STATE ZIP CODE NO. 




It's weirp tuesze/W time, boys amp ghouls, aud the shr/sk showdown 

IS COMINS UP AS WE JOlM JOHN HENRY TERRELL, A KILLER WHOSE CAREER 
AS A GUNFISHTER IS ABOUT TO... 



A LASH OF COLD RAIN 
STRUCK TERRELL'S FACE 
JOGGING HIM OUT OF 
THE SLEEP-LIKE STUPOR 
TWO PAYS STRAIGHT 
RIDING HAD LULLED 
HIM INTO... 




Ellsworth had not been hospitable to john henry 
terrell... not after the gunfioht...few towns ever were. 



BLASTED DO-GOODERS 
RUNNING ME OUT/ SOME- 
DAY I'LL-- 



ART BY GRAY MORROW/SCRIPT BY ARCHIE GOODWIN 




THAT'S RIGHT, 
OLD MAN.. .BIG 
AN' HARP HITTIN'/y 



ANP THOSE NOTCHES, 
MR. TERRELL.-. 
BLSVEN OF them; 
YOU'VE KILLEP 

HBVEH wen? 



THINK THEY'P BE ON THERE IF I 
HADN'T? ONLY IT AIN'T ELEVEN, 

it's Twelve,' GOT ONE IN 

ELLSWORTH I AIN'T HAD TIME 
TO ADD. 



"A REAL PLOWBOX..MUSTA BEEN 
HIS FIRST TIME ANYWHERE BIGGER 
THAN A CROSSROADS... NEEDED TO 
BE TAUGHT SOME BIG TOWN MAN- 
NERS REAL BAP..." 




"A N' I WAS JUST THE MAN TO TEACH 
HIM. ..ONLY BEIN' AN l&NORANT 
PLOWBOy, HE WAS PRETTY SLOW TO 
LEARN..." 




"&OX MAD... MADE LIKE HE WAS 
THINKIN' OF DRAWIN' ON ME... 
f\H'NOBOPy DOES THAT TO 
JOHN HENRY TERRELL^" 



YOU GOT THE SCRATCH TO PULL 
THAT, FARMER, OR DO YOU JUST 
CARRY IT 'ROUND TO SCARE OFF 
CROWS? 




"He surprised me an 1 got the 
gumption... but that was all 
he had.' 1 coulda gone for a 
beer in the time it took him 
to get that pistol out.' 




LEAVE A)E AtONS! 
LEAVE ME ALONE/. 



. THE TR/ALl YOUR TRIAL, MR.TERRELL.' BY A 
JURY OF YOUR PEERS... THE TWELVE MEN YOU KIILEP! 




"The ROAR OF TWELVE pistols blended 

OIGANTIC THUNDERCLAP OF DESTRUCTION... 




0ULLETS TORE INTO TERRELL WITH SLEP&EHAMMER 
FORCE AND WHITE HOT PAIN LEAPED THROUGH EVERY 
PART OF HIS BODY AS DARKNESS AND OBLIVION REACHEP 
OUT AND DREW HIM IN . 
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A LASH OF COLD RAIH STRUCK TERRELL'S FACE, JOG- 
GING HIM OUT OF THE SLEEP-LIKE STUPOR TWO DAYS 
STRAIGHT RIDIM& HAD LULLED HIM INTO... 



"The town was deserted... shut up tight... terrell| 
felt vaguely uneasy... 




NEW WMCOMIC STRIP HERO KITS! 



This easy-to-assemble authentic replicas of the world's 
favorite comic book characters can now be yours! 



SPIDERMAN 




ALL KITS -$1 EACH 



DICK TRACY 



ROBOT 

from LOST IN SPACE 



WONDER 
WOMAN 




SUPERMAN 



THE HULK 




DICK TRACY 
SPACE 
COUPE 

COMPLETE WITH 
LUNAR PLATFORM 
& 4-MEMBER CREW 




Send $1.00 plus 39c postage and CAPTAIN COMPANY, P.O. Box 5987 
58 handling total $1.39 for each kit) to: Grand Central Station New York, New York 10017 



COMICS TO GIVE YDO THE CREEPS* 

COLLECTORS EDITION 




Blasting Issue #16 
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Shivering Isiuo = 17 



Creepy Yearbook 




Morrtlrtiuf <tn-". 
THE TJUtfian HKXOND TTME.' 
Fobuloui lnue »15 



Fan toil ie Itiue #23 



Incredible Uiue #24 



Suprite liiue #25 



I 



CKfccH 



...MA/L THIS COUPON NOW 

FOR SUBSCRIPTIONS OR BACK ISSUES OF CREEPY! 



; IS90V REVEALS THE 




Thrilling lnue #19 



Enclosed is payment for: 
D Collector's Edition #1 (S2.50) 
G Second Great Issue #2 (SI) 
n Thrilling Issue #3 ($1) 
3 Fantastic Issue 4 ($1) 
3 Fiendish Issue 5 ($1) 
1 Shocking Issue #6 («) 
i Screaming Issue #7 ($1) 
3 Jolting Issue #8 ($1) 
3 Numbering Issue #9 ($1) 
3 Tingling Issue #10 (SI) 
n Haunting Issue #11 (75c) 
J Trembling Issue #12 (75c) 
r Throbbing Issue #13 (75c) 
Q Fearful Issue »1t (65c) 
fi Fabulous Issue #15 (65c) 

BBIasitng Issue #16 (65c) 
Shivering Issue #17 (65c) 
n Incredible Issue #18 (65c) 
J First Yearbook ($1) 
"J Thrilling Issue #19 (65c) 
J VIM Issue #20 (65c) 
□ Screaming Issue *2l (6Sc) 
Q Thrilling issue -22 (63c) 



CREEPY BACK ISSUE DEPT. 
Box #5987 Grand Central Station 
New York, N.Y. 10017 



All Copies Mailed 

in a Sturdy Envelope 

for Protection 



□ I enclose $ for back issues. 

□ I enclose $2.40 for a 1-year subscription, giving me a 
full 6 issues of future CREEPY Magazines! 

NAME 

ADDRESS 



CITY 

STATE ,... ZIP CODE. 

Fantastic iisue #23 (65|) 
Incredible Ittue #24 (65<) 
Suprise lnue #25 I65<) 
1969 Yearbook ($1) 



NOW AT LAST! 

A FULL SIZED, 

150 WATT 




8mm MOVIE PROJECTOR 



PERFECT FOR 
SHOWING YOUR 
HOME MOVIE 
FILMS & 8MM 
MONSTER FILMS. 



JUST LOOK 
AT THESE 
FEATURES: 



Handles 200 ft. of film, Blower cooled, Easy threading mech- 
anism. Rapid motor rewind, Vertical tilt device, Manual framer, 
200 ft. take-up reel, On-off switch, 1 SO-watt projection lamp, 
Rugged, precise, all metal construction, Easy to take apart for 
cleaning, A cinch to thread, project, focus, rewind. Where there's 
a movie camera, there's a movie camera, there's got to be a pro- 
jector, and here's the perfect one — a full-size (9x5x10") unit 
with ruggedly built metal housing for amateurs as well as experts. 
Thunderbird projector compares with others costing many times 
more — is perfect for both black-and-white and full color films. 
Both U.L. and OSA approved for absolute safety. Complete with 
a sturdy corrugated carrying case. Only $ 29.95 plus $ 2.00 for 
safe shipping and handling. 



NEW LP. RECORD ALBUM AN EVENING WITH BORIS KARLOFF & HIS FRIENDS 




ORIGINAL SOUND TRACK NARRATIVE FROM 

UNIVERSALE GREATEST MONSTER MOVIES! 

NARRATED BY BORIS KARLOFF HIMSELF! 



SPOKEN WORDS FROM: 




DRACULA, , 




FRANKENSTEIN, THE MUMMY, i 


UjM 


BRIDE OF FRANKENSTEIN, 1 


SON OF FRANKENSTEIN, 


*y^r 


THE WOLF MAN, 


1 • 


HOUSE OF FRANKENSTEIN, 


Xi 


ALL ABOUT THE MONSTER. 



An Evening With BORIS KARLOFF 
And His FRIENDS is a tribute to 
the men and women of cinematic 
science and fantasy terror tales 
who have made indelible im- 
pressions as master menaces and 
famous monsters. It is an excit- 
ing concept, triumphantly real- 
ized; and it is a nostalgic listen- 
ing "must" one you will wish to 
re-experience frequently . . . 
whenever the moon is full, the 
lamp is low, the winter winds are 
howling, the midnight hour has 
struck, and you're in the mood to 
join in for An Evening With 
BORIS KARLOFF And His FRIENDS. 



Only $4 



r\g- plus 35 * for 

^*J postage & handling. 



HORROR DECALS 

PACKAGE #1 





10 DECALS in 
this package 
oHoti only $1.00 

plus 25c postage i handling. | 



HORROR DECALS 

PACKAGE #2 




10 DECALS In 
this package 
only $1.00 

plus 25c postage & handling. 



Be sure to indicate 
Package #1 or Package #2 



CAPTAIN COMPANY 
Send tO: P.O. Bo* 5987 Grand Central 5lo 
New York, New York 10017 
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I \ HARMLESS 
FUN! 


98< 
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Flick a switch and the 

blade comes down . . 


HP!?! 


yH 


Victim Loses His Head! Really Works! 

A HEAD WILL ROLL just minutes after you as- 
semble this gruesome kit. It's all in fun, and 
you're the judge, the jury and th» executioner. 
A wonderful kit for do-it-yourself decapitation. 
And most wonderful of all . . . the head 900s 
bock on, and tip . . . you lop it off again. 
Only 98c, plus 35c for postage A handling. 

CAPTAIN COMPANY, 

P.O. Box 5967 Grand Central Station 

New York, New York 10017 





ART BY JERRY GRANDENETTI SCRIPT BY ARCHIE GOODWIN 



AS I PROMISED LAST 
VISIT WHEN YOU BROUGHT 
THE HAIR AND PHOTOGRAPH 



MY GOD/ l-IT'S CRUDE, ) BUT CAN IT REALLY 
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For a man of fifty to keep the love of a woman 
half his age is difficult; for howard loman it 
had proved impossible. but if his affection 
could not hold enid, then he was prepared to 
try anything- else that would... 



ENID/ DARLING; 
I'M HOME.' 



IT'S HIGH TIME, BUSTER/ YOU 
MAKE A LOT OF NOISE WHEN 
I TALK ABOUT LEAVIN 1 , BUT 
WHEN I NEED YOU WHERE 
ARE YOU? 



S-SOMETHING 
WENT WRONG, 
DEAR? 




m. 



SHELF 
BROKE IN 
THE KITCHEN, 
RIGHT ABOVE 
WHERE I WAS 
WORKING;.. GOOD 
THINO I WAS ABLE 
TO GET MYSELF 
TO THE DOCTOR... 



A LOT YOU CARE, 
HOWARD.' IF YOU REALLY 
LOVED ME, YOU'D WAf 
TO SEE ME HAPPY... 
YOU'D GIVE ME THE 
DIVORCE, NOT STAND 
IN MY WAY/ 



I NEED TIME. 
TO THINK, 
DARLING.. TIME 
TO THINK... 



YES, yes .. IT'S 
FANTASTIC HERE, 
TAKE IT/ ALL OF 
IT.' YOU'VE 
EARNED IT.' ) 



BE WARNED MR. LOMAN/ 
THE FATE OF THE VOODOO 
EFFIGY IS LIFE AND DEATH 
TO THOSE WHOSE IMAOE IT 

^rrors... maass „ 




Time passed and Howard grew 
impatient totry his newly, ac- 
quired power over enid, until 
he could wait no lon&er... 



GOT TO BE IN J LOSE SOME- 
HERE ... HID IT \ THIN&; HOWARD, 
IN THE BOTTOM 1 DEAR? ONE OF 
OF THE DRAWER | YOUR TOYS? 
. KNOW I DID.../ A TOY LIKE 
^/-7 THIS *" 



ENID . . . HOW \ YOU FOOL/ 
DID YOU KNOW DO YOU THINK 
...ABOUT THAT? / THERE'S./W- 

^s thing- you 

DO I DON'T 
FIND OUT ABOUT? 
I KNOW ALL 
ABOUT TH/S 

DOLL AND WHAT 
IT'S FOR... 




YOU ONLY WANTED TO HOLP ME . . .TRAP M\t...FOREVER! jr -c 
WELL, X WANT TO HURT YOU, HOWARD... SEE HOW I'M ^F\ I V 

HOLDIN& THIS PIN? SO IT CAN BE PUSHED RIC-HT IHTO ^^pf 3 J 
THE DOLL'S - - - ^m . ^^ T 



'/7/7&ULLIBLE OL 1 HOWARD/ 
tU BELIEVED IN THIS VOODOO 
° SO MUCH \T KILLED YOU J 
JUST LIKE I FIGURED . 
IT WOULD.' ft 



I'M FREE OF YOU 
WITHOUT LOSING A 
CENT OF YOUR MONEY 
HOWARD, AND EVERY- 
ONE'S GOIN& TO 
THINK IT WAS A 
HEART ATTACK/ 




fl 






Humming- to herself, enid 
scooped up both the dolus 
and walked out of the apart- 
ment to the incinerator room- 



THERE/ WITH THESE OUT OF THE 
WAY, NO ONE CAN PROVE A 
THING-/ NOT A THI --- I - 



Suddenly pain pierced her right 
hand like a jabbing needle as 
the bandage snagged on the 
chute while the heavy lid ' 
slammed shut/ 



~ WHY DIDN'T I TAKE 
THAT @#SK'.'» BANDAGE 
OFF ?/ 




A COLD CHILL SWEPT THROUGH 
ENID OBLITERATING THE THROBBING 
PAIN IN HER HAND.. 



I-IT'S LIKE THE INJURED HAND ON 
THE VOODOO DOLL HAS COME 
TRUE. 




BESIDES THAT DOLL'S DOWN A The THICK- CARPETED PEACE 
THE FURNACE BY NOW... BURNING... J OF THE HALLWAY WAS ABRUPTLY 

; . <f RENT By A LONG SHRILL 

GOT TO GET OUT OF ) SCREAM... 




THIS LITTLE ROOM.. 
GETTING SO HOT.. 
WHY 15 IT SO HOT.. 



WHAT'S HAPPEN- 
ING? WHAT'S 
GOING ON?/ 
F/KE' THERE'S 
A FIRE IN THE 
INCINERATOR 
ROOM.' SOME- 
THING'S 8URNIN' 
UP IN THERE/ 



*&6*2tf- 




HMMMMMN ! 
ENID AAiGHT HAVE 
SEEMED LIKE A 
LIVING COLL TO HOWARD ] 
BUT SHE'S HARDLY 
THAT NOW... 



Tf/£ C#£EPyFArf CWSr WHAT'S 

MfrFOKAier/ 
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JUST WHAT ALL YOU L'lL DEMONS 
HAVE BEEN WAITING FOR// 

Ooze your orbs around the page ... It can all be yours! An 8x10 FULL 
COLOR portrait of your favorite fiend, UNCLE CREEPY by that master of 
the monstrous, FRANK FRAZETTA, suitable for framing ... The OFFICIAL 
CLUB PIN (Shown half size below), full color and sturdily constructed . . . 
And the pocket-size MEMBERSHIP CARD printed on strong high quality 
paper stock, also shown half size! Once you get this fearfully fun kit, you're 
eligible to submit drawings and stories for print in the FAN CLUB PAGE 
appearing in every issue of CREEPY! Just send the coupon below . . . NOW! 



MEMBERSHIP CARD SHOWN HALF SIZE 




CREEPY FAN CLUB Dept 

P.O. Box 5987 Grand Central Station, New York, N.Y. 10017 
Here's my $1.25 for a lifetime membership In the most gtioulishly 
great fan club going, which entitles me to a big 3" club pin, mem- 
bership card with my own personal number, and full-color portrait 
of my favorite fiend, UNCLE CREEPY! 
NAME 



ADDRESS.. 



BIG 3" 
FULL-COLOR PIN 



CITY STATE.. 



.ZIP. 



TNIS PLANT ACTUALLY BATS 
INSECTS AND BITS OF MEAT! 




VENUS 
FLY TRAP 



A BEAUTIFUL PLANT! The VENUS FLY 
TRAP is unusually beautiful! It bears 
lovely white flowers on 12" stems. Its 
dark green leavts are tipped with love 
ly pink traps— colorful and unusual' 

EATS FLIES AND INSECTS! Each pink 
trap contains a bit of nectar. It is 
this color and sweetness which attracts 
the unsuspecting insect. Once he enters 
the trap, it snaps shut. Digestive juices 
then dissolve him When the insect has 
been completely absorbed, the trap re- 
opens and prettily awaits another in- 
sect! 

FEED IT RAW BEEF! If there are no in 
sects in your house, you can feed the 
traps tiny slivers of raw beef. The 
plant will thrive on such food When 
there is no food for the traps, the 
plant will feed normally through its 
root system. 



EASY TO GROW! The VENUS FLY TRAP 
bulbs grow especially well in the home. 
They thrive in glass containers and 
will develop traps in 3 to 4 weeks. 
Each order includes 3 FLY TRAPS plus 
SPECIAL GROWING MATERIAL packed in 
a plastic bag. Only $1.00. 



ADMIRED BY CHARLES DARWIN. 
FAMOUS BOTANIST AND EXPLORER 




$1.00 THE WORLDS MOST 
UNUSUAL HOUSE PLANT! 




r 



CAPTAIN COMPANY. 

P.O. Box 5987 Grond Centre! Srotlor) 

New York. New York 10017 

□ Enclosed is $1.00 plus 39c for handling & mailing 
(or 3 FLY TRAPS AND SPECIAL GROWING MA- 
TERIAL. Rush!! 

— Enclosed is $2.00pius 45c hand'mg 5 mailing lor 
6 FLY TRAPS AND SPECIAL GROWING MATERIAL 

NAME 



ADDRESS- 



NO Canadian Orders— U.S. Only 



CITY. 



-STATE. 



.J 



GENUINE 



MOVIE MASKS 



HAND- 
PAINTED 
DIRECT FROM HOLLYWOOD! 



Super De-Luxe heavy rubber masks 
cover the ENTIRE HEAD and still 
remain flexible. There are also 
some monster hands available (see 
coupon). Exactly like the actual 
masks and hands used in the fa- 
mous Universal movies. Created for 
us exclusively by Hollywood's Don 
Post Studios and featuring the 
Secret Hollywood Skin-Textured 
Formula. Each remarkable mask is 
a Collector's Item you'll treasure 
for years to come! 



Please rush me the following, for which 1 enclose S 



H THE MAD DOCTOR MASK ($34.00) 

^ MOLE PEOPLE MASK ($34.00) 

n 2 MOLE PEOPLE HANDS ($1 7.50) 

| THE PHANTOM MASK ($34.00) 

^ 2 PHANTOM HANDS ($17. SO) 

H MR. HYDE MASK ($34.00) 

: 2 MR. HYDE HANDS ($1 7. SO) 

| THE GORILLA ($34.00) 

i 2 GORILLA HANDS ($17.00) 



H THE CREATURE MASK ($34.00) 
3 2 CREATURE HANDS ($17.50) 

; WOLFMAN MASK ($34.00) 

H 2 WOLFMAN HANDS ($17.50) 
' THE MUMMY MASK ($34.00) 
7 MUMMY HANDS ($17.50) 
FRANKENSTEIN MASK ($34.00) 

" 2 FRANKENSTEIN HANDS ($17.50)1 



Please odd $1.50 postage & handling for each mask, and $1 for 
hands. SORRY, NO C.O.D.'S. OFFER GOOD IN U.S.A. ONLY. 




FRANKENSTEIN 




BLACK LAGOON CREATURE WOLFMAN 



THE MAD DOCTOR THE MUMMY 



PAPERBACKS ILLUSTRATED ON THE OLD COMIC TRADITION! 




["the 

VAULT OF 
HORROR 

Grisly tales of 
cold-blooded 
terror that 
you'll (bleccht) 
never be able 
to forget . . . 




■F 




The first fiend 
Ish collect! 
a new series 
of -hoh-hoh- 
ciiilling horro 
•torleil 



. OF THE 
INCREDIBLE 

Shocking 
stories of the 
strange, the 
unbelievable, 
the unexpected 
— front the 
unknown 
worlds of 
tomorrow and 
beyond. 



UTIMN 
PEOPLE 



AUTUMN 
. PEOPLE 

BY RAY 
BRADBURY 



K Who bur Ray 
r " fll -S Bradbury 
could have 
created them 

tt^rii^pfj^h ] ghostly figure, 
drifting back 
a -___ from the world 
_ . ■ si the dead . . . 



ANY 2 ANY 3 ALL 4 PLEASE ADD 20' 

BOOKS BOOKS BOOKS PER BOOK FOR 

$1.00 $1.50 $2.00 POSTAGE & HANDLING 



MAIL CAPTAIN CO., DEPT, 
TO: P.O. BOX 5987 

GRAND CENTRAL STATION 
NEW YORK, NEW YORK 10017 



